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They looked at one another, a strange long
look. His unspoken words were: * She has the
command of you. You do not dare to let her go/

But he would have no scramble before servants.

At the top of the stairs he said again: * She
goes to-day/ and went down.

Mrs, Ponder began: * I assure you, ma'am,
I had no thought but for the best. I would
always do my duty------'

But Jennifer returned without a word into her
room.

This little scene, so swift and so impromptu,
was to have a deep and lasting effect on all the
persons concerned in it, but on the life of Judith
most of all.

After it the house was as silent as a valley in
the moon. The winter day was sharp and sunny.
The hedge sparkled with crystal and the lawn was
laced with silver frost. A very fat robin at the
parlour window sang. He was the only live
thing. Francis rode out. Jennifer stayed in
her room.

Judith went about her work and felt very
lonely. What would happen? Would Mrs.
Ponder go? Whatever happened she had for a
long time to come lost Francis, who would now
keep more within himself than ever, and John,
whose look of terror and anguish as he ran down
the stairs she would never forget. Meanwhile
the rabbit lay, with its back broken, on the stones
below. . . .

While she was in the storeroom, marking in
a book the jams, jellies and preserves while Mrs.